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Jaffa was reached on the 3Oth May, and a day or two later
they set off on horseback for Jerusalem over an undulating
landscape marked by wavelike crests of rock, and so wide-
stretching and solitary, says Hunt, as to encourage a mood of
despondency as to the possibility of ever coming in sight
of the city. Suddenly, however, the tired travellers reached
an eminence whence the goal of their desires suddenly burst
upon them. The moment had at last arrived when the
hope which Hunt had cherished since boyhood was
abundantly fulfilled. Jerusalem lay before him, set in the
bosom of a great and as yet unspoilt landscape ; " foursquare
it was and compact in itself, without suburb, except the
enclosure round the tomb of David, and half-way down
Zion there was a new white building with a wall of its own
to guard it. In an angle with a track leading to it from our
standing-post was the western gate. Above the walls
at this angle towered three or four ancient fortresses, and to
the south of these, above the stretch of wall, spread certain
handsome fir trees, while a few graceful cypresses pierced
the rounded outlines of the group, making, with the
minaret standing by, a variegated cluster of history. . . ,
The domes and minarets rose against a range with swelling
outlines forming the Mount of Olives and the Hill of Offence,
and where the line of the "jrthern mass sloped down and
left a gap between itself ana a southern continuation of the
sweep, appeared a far distant horizontal range of mountains
of amethyst and azure hue, the Mountains of Moab.

" The afternoon sun was already beginning to glow with
the softness of amber, the breeze from the sea had awakened
the birds, and the windmills turned with a music as of new
life. , , . There was an unspeakable spirit of secrecy in the
air, while an appropriate beauty that breathed in the scene
raised in my mind, without intelligible link, the image of